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DEAD SHOT 



Two MORE guns let go. 
Bang! Bang! Bang! Whhbizzzzzzz! 
Buzz Tricklin ducked the flying bullets and 
laid spurs to his cayuse. He risked a glance 
back. The sheriff of Necktie Rim and his 
deputy weren't far behind. Buzz groaned. He 
was an expert shot, but there wasn't any use 
answering fire when he had to turn on a buck- 
f ing horse. It looked like the beginning of the 
end — the end being a cheap funeral at the ex- 
pense of the county. Buzz was almost sorry 
%' he'd busted into that bank in Necktie Rim. Not 
, for a long time had he had such a close brush 
with the law, But he didn't think the Sheriff 
had got more than a slight look at him. 
More shots came whistling by. 
Clunk! 

The last bag of gold Buzz had taken, from 
the bank hit the ground behind him. His horse 
immediately responded to the lightened load. 
Within minutes he drew out of range, pulled 
up behind a rock and waited. There was a 
thunder of hoofs as the Sheriff and his deputy 
shot by. Buzz immediately took off in a dif- 
ferent direction — toward Thunderstone. 

He was surprised to find it a fairly large 
town. He hitched his cayuse to a rail outside 
the saloon and walked up the steps. At the en- 
trance he paused, looking over the swinging 
doors, sweeping the room. No, he knew no one 
inside. It was B quiet crowd, mostly nesters 
and ranch hands. 

He strode up to the bar. 

Beside him, two well-dressed men were talk- 
f ing about money. Buzz instantly pricljed up hit 
^ears. He needed money. All he Had left was a 
fifty-cent piece. 

"I don't trust thos« men we hired for 
guards " one man laid. "But the bank ihlp- 
ment's got to get to the county capital. Too 
bad we haven't got Dead-Shot Bnrni around 
to keep an eye on the gold." 

The other nodded vigorously. 

"Only honest man I ever heard of. But Dead- 
Shot's up in Nevada. Never came down this 
way. If he did, I'd give him a job keeping an 
eye on our gold shipments at any price hs 
asked !" 




"Little guy, wasn't he?" The first asked. 
"Never saw him myself." 

"I never did either, but he had a reputation. 
Short little feller, handle-bar moustaches. Al- 
ways chewed tobacco." The second man heaved 
a sigh. "No use, we'll have to ship the gold 
anyway." 

A bright light burst suddenly in Buzz Trick- 
lin's brain. He looked covertly at himself in 
the bar mirror. What he saw was a short man, 
with handlebar moustaches, tough as nails. 
Buzz hated chewing tobacco, but he saw a 
packaged container down the bar, Sliding down 
he bought a chaw, stuffed it in his mouth and 
took his place again. 

"Beg pardon, pardner!" Buzz said, deliber- 
ately bumping into the first man he'd heard 
talk. He raised his hat politely. "Buy you a 
drink!" He put out his hgnd. "My name's 
Dead-Shot' Burns. Just got into town!"' 

The other and the man beside him raised 
their eyebrows, 

"Dead-Shot Burns did you say?" 

"Yep," Buzz acknowledged, chewing his to- 
bacco with a fair imitation of enthusiasm. 
"Heard things were pretty bad down in Thun- 
derstone and Necktie Rim country. Came down 
to see if I could help." 

In two minutes he had a job. 

The two bank officials — Mr. Ke'hyon and Mr. 
Trapper — took Buzz right down to the bank. 
They explained the situation to him. AU he 
had to do was keep an eye on the gold and on 
the two hired guards, convoy the gold to the 
county capital and see it safely deposited. 

"You mean you can't trust 'em?" Buzz asked, 
shocked, whispering behind one hand. 

"Can't trust anybody around here," Mr. 
Trapper replied, careful not to be overheard. 
"We pay our hired guards well, but I've never 
heard of the man yet who could carry fifty 
thousand in gold and not reckon his chances for 
running away with it." He paused and bowed. 
"Except you, of course. Dead Shot!" 

Fifty thousand dollars I Buzz smiled in- 
wardly. His plan was clear. Since he was keep- 
ing an eye on the shipment, all he had to do was 
wait until a suitable spot was reached, then go 



for his hog-legs. 

The shipment was taken down to the Sher- 
iff's office, sealed up officially, witnessed and 
then slung in gold-packs over the saddle horn 
of a pack horse. 

Buzz made for his own nag. 

"Slap saddle, boys," he called to the two 
hired guards, an eye on their Winchesters, 
He'd have to be mighty careful to keep them 
from whipping the deadly rifles around at 
the wrong time. 

"Wait a minute," Mr. Kenyon said, as the 
group stood outside the Sheriff's office. Two 
men were riding hard down the street. 
. The Sheriff of Thunderstone grinned. 
\ "That's Sheriff Basby of Necktie Rim!" 

Buzz Tricklin's heart gave a sudden leap. 
His eyes swerved from side to side. Then he 
remembered that Basby hadn't got more than 
a perfunctory glance at his face. He reckoned 
he was safe, 

Basby came up with his deputy and ex- 
plained. It seemed they'd both been chasing a 
bank robber all the way from Necktie Rim. 
Somewhere along the way they'd lost him. Had 
anybody seen a lobo with larceny in his eyes? 
Nobody had. 

"Sorry to hurry you boys," Mr. Trapper said. 
"But you'd better be on your way. That gold 
has got to get where it's going, fast." 

"Reckon we'll ride along," Sheriff Basby 
said. "Keep you company and be extra pro- 
tection." 

Buzz Tricklin got on his cayuse. He was 
feeling like the last stages of a deadly illness. 
All his fine plans had dissolved into thin air. 
Handling two bank guards was tough enough, 
but with a Sheriff and a deputy thrown in, he 
couldn't see his way clear to get that fifty 
thousand in gold. For an instant he was 
tempted to really play at being Dead Shot 
Burns for a couple of weeks and earn some 
honest money. But he shuddered at the 
thought. 

The convoy rode out of town. Buzz kept his 
eyes on the Sheriff who rode in front of him. 
Sheriff Basby, he concluded, was a wary 
character who had an itchy trigger finger for 
badmen. The same went for the deputy who 
rode behind, with the two bank guards and the 
pack horse. Buzz kept his mouth shut and 
thought how hard it was for a bank robber who 
only wanted a chance to earn a little dishonest 
money. 

About five miles from the county capital they 
entered a narrow gorge. Buzz sat discon- 
solately on his cayuse as the convoy rattled 
through. When they got to the other side, they 



had to ride through a stand of thick pine.' 
Suddenly he heard a hoarse shout and a thud 
of hoofs. 

"They got my gun!" Basby's deputy yelled. 
"They got the pack horse! Stop 'em!" 

So the bank guards had been crooked! Buzz 
wasn't excited at the thought. Then the Sheriff 
looked back and yelled. 

"Gun 'em down!" 

Buzz looked at the Sheriff sourly. After all, 
why should he get mad at a couple of fellow- 
operators. Vaguely he even wished them good 
luck. Then, just as they passed him, thunder- 
ing by, one of them side-swiped his head with a 
gun butt. Buzz saw stars for an instant. After 
that he saw red. , 

The Sheriff was firing, but too slowly.. With 
the pack horse in tow, the two renegade guards 
were getting away, high, wide and handsome, j 
Coolly, Buzz drew and fired. He fired only 
four times. Two hundred yards away, the 
fleeing men drew up and stopped. Men can't 
ride horses when both arms have bullets in 
them! 

"Good shootin'!" the Sheriff commented, as, 
with the two renegade guards attended to a*id 
tied upon their horses, they proceeded again 
toward their destination. "What did you say 
your name was?" 

"Dead Shot Burns," Buzz remarked. He was 
figuring how, with the odds cut down he coEild 
grab the money. 

Then he looked up into the muzzle of Sher- 
iff Basby's guns. Basby's deputy rode up 
behind him and silently lifted his hog-legs 
out of their holsters. 

"You got me wrong, Basby!" Buzz began, 
his spine icy. 

"No I haven't," Basby said. "If you're Dead- 
Shot Burns, I'm a cottonwood tree!" 

"I just proved I was, didn't I?" Buzz asked 
desperately. "Knocked off those two hombres 
at two hundred yards, didn't I?" 

^ji'M^EAD-Shot Burns couldn't hit the side .4 

MW of a mountain at fifty paces with 
gun," the Sheriff said grimly. "He got that 
nickname just for a joke. What he was really 
known for was his honesty. You look a little 
like Dead Shot, but when I saw you shoot 
those owl hoots I knew you couldn't be." Basby 
leaned closer. "But come to think of it, pard- 
ner, I've seen yoti somewhere — this afternoon, 
for instance, high-tailin' it out of Necktie 
Rim!" 

Buzz sighed. He could see the bars in- his 
cell already! 

THE END 



BVTHE APPRESSES IN THIS BOOK, 
■ ROGERS' -mREE LETTEKS WEWT 
TO THESE PLACES i ALL TWJ?EE 
ARE IN VARIOUS PARTS OF THE 
WILL COUNTRY, AU LETTERS 
WERE MAILED AT OWCE, SOTHEV 
AIL REACHED THEIR DESTINA- 
TIONS AT A&OUT THE SAfrtE 
TiWE. 1 



FieURINS ALL ™REE VftRiVllMTS 
LEFT THEIR HIDE-OLTS AT TWE 
SAWE TIME, NOME OF THEM 
COULD REACH MY OFFICE HERE 
BEFORE NIGHTFALL '. j 
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UOtm, PDRTNERS, 

BKBUSE I SAW BILL HIWnRP Tolwy. HE'S OUT OF THE HOSPITW, ANP 

fSySg,'''^ " '"^^ "ET'E" ™0N THBT. KE'S 

lEBRNED SOMETHINS HE VTON'T EVER FORSET. 

VOU SEE, PBHTNERS, BIIL HOWflflS WS5 A1.WSY5 SORT Of A 100- 
SMSnT-FOR-HIS-OWN-eoOP HOMBRE. HE NEVER BEUBVE1> M lIsreNWO 
TO WHAT OTHER FOLKS WARNED HIM. BILL ALWAVS SAIP W wisiPTWWW 
OF AHY HORSE THAT LIVEP. THERE WASN'T A HORSE HE COUlP™llAmE 
IN JIS-TIME.' WILL, NOW, ANY SENSIBLE COWHAND KNOWS THAT A 
HORSE POESN'T USUALLY TAKE TO A STRSNEER RISHT AWAY. HE'SSOT 
TO SET TO KNOW YOU FIRST. YOU'VE SOT TO TALK TO HIM, LET HMStVE 
YOU A GOOP LOOKINO OVER ANP THEN MAKE FRIENDS WITH HIM. AFTER 
THAT, WHY IT'S USUALLY ALL RISHT. nirn.nritn 

BUT BILL TOWARD NEVER BELIEVED IN THAT. WHEN HE SAW A HORSE 
HE LIKED, HE'D eO RISHT OVER-SLAP HIS NECK OR WITHERS, SOME • 
TIMES SWINS RISHT UP ON THE SADDLE. SURE, I TOLD HIM MANY 
TIMES, MYSELF, NOT TO DO THAT. BUT HE KEPT ON D0IN5 IT. TILL THBT 
DAY. CI FRITCH HAP BflOUSHT HIS NEW HORSE INTO THE STABLES MtS) 
BILL WENT IN TO SEE HIM. CY SAID STAY AWRY TILL HE MTS TO NNOW 
YOU, BUT BILL DIDN'T LISTEH. HE VJALKED RISHT UP TO THE HORSE WITH 
A BOUSH AND READY BIB. NEXT THINS WE KNEW THAT HORSE WW 
RERREO UP AND AWAY FROM BILL. BUT BILL STILL CAME AT HmSnP 
THEN THE HORSE SOT BNSRY. HE TRAMPLED BILL HOWBRD PJCTTY BAD 
BEFORE WE COULP PULL BILL FROM THE STABLE. IT WASN'T Tie Mffit 
THAT WAS TO BLBME.HE WAS MORE FRK3HTENEP THAN RNYTHINO. IT 
WAS BILL'S OWN FOOLISHNESS. 

I'VE SEEN THE SAME THINS WITH SOME FOLKS WBLKINe AUM6 
THE STREET. THEY SEE A PERFECTLY STRAN5E DOS AND RUSH rSS 
UP TO HIM. IF THEV KEEP DOINS THAT, THEY'LL MEET THE SAME TOE 
BILL HOWARD DID. IT JUST DOESN'T MAKE SENSE TO RUSH UP TO RW 
ANIMAL WITHOUT FIRST LETTINS. HIM SET TO KNOW YOU AND Mmt 

BUT I'VE SOT lO SET ON NOW, PBHTNER5. THANKS ACAN FOR. Ml 
THOSE SRAND LETTERS. BLACK JACK AND I SURE DO APPRKHTt 
THEM. TILL NEXT MONTH, THEN, IT'S SO USHS HHP SOOP mamel 

YOUR mis. 

AND BLACK V 




wnz. 



_ youR Ti^iMtlNG CAP ON ANP TRV TO BHAT TMS 
'^JUIZMASTER.' SCORE youCSELF FOLLOtVS.: S CORBEC^ 
EXCELLENT, -1 COPE£cr, VEEY GOOP. 3COKCecr, GOOC?. 

1. coecect: fair, i coeeecx poor 



_|MIMNeSOTA IS kCNOWN 

■•as the state of 
10, ooo lakes. 
QTrue False ^ 





TO A MAUSOLEUM IS 
"-^AN OEMATE TOMS. 



0THE SNAKE RIVEE CAN- 
yOW BETWEEN ICAHO 
ANP OEESON IS fEEPEE. 
THAN THE SeANC CANyON. 



f UiWOOCRDW WILSON 
^FOLLOWEP THEDPORE 
ROOSEVELT AS PEESIPEWTj 
OF THE U.S. 

□ True QFoise 






f^,-THE ^lALSOLEUM WVS 
NAMEP AFTEe MUS. 
SOLINI. 

QTrue rj False 
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,ENTS LATEf? 1 WO, OftWSON I 

' THE aMN\a HAVE 



VUH WIN, , 

aUT r STILL , 
DONiT SET FT I 
VUH eWPTlEO 
THE BOX 
SOMEWHERE, 



REftCHEO DEKTER COUMTV 
ev NOW, ONW SHERIFP 
WEAD'S CARRVlNS THEM J 
WE FISLIREP YOli'P AftABUSH 
ME, AND EVEM IF YOU KILLED 
ME, SOU WOULDW'T HAVE 




THE sheriff: AND I ARffANSEP THE 
BIS TO MISLEAD YOU 

THIEVING OUTLAWS 1 NOW START 
WALKIWG .' BLACK. JACK DESERVES 
THE HOUOR. TO LEAD YOU 
VARMINTS IN 1 




THE PUEBLOS 




• IN THE WeSTERN PART OF AMERICA A STRANSE 
TRIBE OF INDIANS CALLED PUEBLOS EXIST. 
■fHEV LIVE IN ADOBE BUILDINGS THAT ARE 
MADE OF CLAY BRICKS DRIED IN THE SUN. 









THE PUEBLOS NAVE DANCES TO INVOKE 
ALL SORTS OF FAVORS OF THEIR GODS. 
THE DANCE, SOMETIMES, IS A PRAVER 
FOR A GOOD CROP OF COLTS OR, PERHAPS, 
FOR A SUCCESSFUL SEASON OF NOffSE Tff APING. 




THE ADOBE DWELLING BUILT IN THREE 
AND FOUR'TIERS CAN BE ENTERED BY 
CLIMBING LADDERS TO TERRACES 
AND ROOF AND THEN DESCENDING 
THROUGH TRAP DOORS. 




, THE WOMAN'S WORK CONSISTS 
MAINLY IN GRINDING MEAL BETWEEN 

! 'r^TONES, THE BAKING OF BREAD 
/"' BEEHIVE-SHAPED OVENS AND 
-HE RAISINS OF THE CHILDREN. 



[(MOAW,MOAN)/JUMPINQ LIZARDS, 
_j^wk^ LO'^K ^T °0^^ 



eOSW. HALLEY TcGROAN) MY BAffK, 
WHAT'S AlUNSy PEBBINS, 
KILLING ^ 




The Insult ' 
That Turned a 



CHUMP'dCHAMIl 




of the tille, ■■World's Mos( 
Developed Man." 

"Dynamic Tention" Di 

Using "Dynamic Tens/on" oi _ 
utei a day, in the privacy of yoi 
room^you quickly begin to 



ly, NATURAL method w 
- I specimen of REAL MANHOOD 
'ou ever dreemed you could be! 
rou Gef Result* FAST 



FREE, 
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